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The stupidity of many senior officers would have been
amusing, if it had not been tragic. One Colonel came
inspecting and grew very savage and caustic, because
the gendarmes had not spotless buttons on their tattered
uniforms. In the course of one day he tried to tell
some excellent troops that he would not be ashamed to
command them, and explained nicely to the Governor
that he fully realized that his pay was in arrears and
therefore he recognized that he and his staff, like all
Turkish officials, had to be dishonest. He treated the
headmen of the villages as if they were his grooms, and
he treated his grooms like dogs. And this Colonel was
no exception among senior officers. It is a vast pity
that each regiment, like kings in the olden days, has
no professional fool who might by his frank irony force
senior officers to keep a sense of the value of their own
importance and their own unimportance.
As I lived on friendly terms with them, the Turks
allowed me the doubtful privilege of seeing behind
their minds. I heard the scurrilous things they said
and believed of our women. They disliked our methods.
They did not believe in either our intentions or our
promises. As they go through life with closed eyes, so
here the British officials imagined that if they brought
riches and peace and justice to the people they would
be beloved. They never realized the outstanding fact
that the people of Turkey, as those of Irak and Persia,
prefer the most scandalous Moslem government to the
very best that is foreign and Christian.